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“Then decorating my hat with a military feather. it was
placed upon Nancy’s head, and she was greatly elated when
the operator showed her her portrait.”

HART, Nancy. Few West
Virginians were aware that they
had a famous spy as a native until
Leslie’s Weekly for May 26, 1910
carried the story o f a part she
Played in the Civil War The story
was by Marion H. Kerner. a Civil
War telegrapher, who had reasons
9 remember Nancy because it
M& because of her that he spent
:au " a Confederate prison. This

¥ory that alerted West
Hb:"u Io the fact that there
R a spy in their midst, but

late for recognition
then Nancy had been
nnings Knob

transferred to Gauley Bridge.
After a short stay there | was
ordered to proceed to
Summersville, W. Va. On leaving
Gauley Bridge, one of my
comrades, Isaiah D. Maize (now
living in Philadelphia), remarked
to me, “You will come back by
way of the South.” He was 2 true
prophet, as will now be explained.

After a tedious and perilous
ride over rugged and uncertzin
paths, we emerged from the
density of the mountain forest
into the more cheerful and
inspiring sunlight which greeted us
a3 we tumed our horses’ heads

toward Summenville, on the
broad Clarksburg turnpike !
reported to Licutenant-Colonel




il C. Starr, who commanded
twhgm:;l’mchmcn{_ of about sixty
effective men of the Ninth West
Virginia Regiment stationed at
this post, the main body of which
I had left at Gauley Bridge.
Colonel Starr’s headquarters was
in a pretty, two-story and attic
frame dwelling, which had bqen
hastily abandoned by its
occupants upon the approach of
the “Yankee troops.” All the
comforts of a happy country
home were in evidence he‘re. The
parlor furniture was plain, but
comfortable; the walls were
adomed with engravings and
colored prints or chromos
indicative of the artistic taste of
the family; the dining-room,
kitchen and bedrooms were well
equipped. The large front room
on the second floor, which
formerly had contained a double
bed, was now furnished with four
single cots, which were used by
Colonel Starr, Captain Davis,
Lieutenant Stivers and myself,
The double bed had been
relegated to one of the two attic
rooms, for whatever emergency
might arise. It was unexpected
when it did arise.

The little garden back of the
house had been stripped of all
vegetation, so it became neces
for us to resort to a little foraging
for whatever fresh vegetables our
appetites might crave. One warm
July day, in 1862, q foraging
party, made up of Colonel Starr,
Captain Davis, two orderlies and
myhself, b:tafted out in search of
Such table luxuries as our gar
had ceased to supply, w?r g:g
been out about three hours when
smoke was discovered ascending
from the valley below, indicatiy
a habitation. In the direc '
the smoke we guided o

ca

bowlders which hag

for that pur thf .

us i}PDT(‘achﬁkt‘h?hen Ilﬁ;}hd ’
cabin gapg barredy fap iﬂtoh‘
wooden_ door after th the h::
the cabin, we Saw th:n;' Nq.,%
old woman Peering ¢ afeofh
little hingeg Windoy, ough e
of the door and o O0e Sige
exclaim to the girls, umh:?;d her
are upon us!™ SUtengng N
Starr dlsmounted from hﬁﬂm
and gently Knockeq hore
door, but receiving no Pon
he knocked more

After several

to exchange some of
truck for the liberal sy
offered. This
commodity was scarce a
expensive in this n, as w
all over the Southraam’_ '
When our sacks were fi
were about to remount o
and return to Summ 3J
Lieutenant-Colonel S
from his pocket a
young girl, named Na
rebel guide, for wh
government had
rceaward. }II)ea handed
ptain is, an
consultatiqn%
the cabin an
approached the yc¢
d resumed their
Lieutenant-Co

hand g y U

i
ancy, at |
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these nymphs of the mountains
but for the \'|g1|.lllt.'t‘ ol the Buards.
who constantly _patrolled  the
building on every side. :
Ihe personal comfort of
srisoners of war was not a subject
tl’vl serious consideration in llu_wsc
turbulent times, a place in which
to secure them being more
important. But here were two
young women, untutored angd
uncultured, it is true, but stil
they were women, and their
condition in this miserable old
building excited my sympathy, |
thought of the vacant attic in our
headquarters, and appealed to
Colonel Starr to transfer his
prisoners to this more
comfortable abode. After much
persuasion the colonel consented,
and the transfer was duly made.
To while away the dreary hours of
their imprisonment, | supplied
them with sewing material and
dlustrated pPapers, which they
could not read, but they eagerly
studied the pictures. They were
dso fumished with such dainties
& the sutler's wagon afforded,
and | did what | could to allay

ears.

Onc.day an itinerant

otypist came along, and by
n of the colonel I

exorted Nancy out to the wagon
uader guard (o have her picture
taken.  She had never seen a
Qmery bqforc, and became very
Much excited when asked to sit
before instrument, which the

enlor hag ocused upon g
Qnt Cam st 4 {
Wureq of ilps ool. She was

harmlessness only

My picture was taken, Then
m‘hl My hat with a military
™ " l:d w:ud ‘};:chced upon

. was great)
fateq When the operator s nwc{!

ber thy
Portray. :
£, 1 e
nited Stat
&:M on the back

COpies is still in my

MARION H. KERNER
The United States military
telegraph operator who was befriended
v Nancy Hart until he double-crossed
her.
possession
(herewith).

During the day the door of the
room occupied by the girls was
kept open, so that the guard
patrolling in front might keep an
eye on his charges. No restriction
was placed upon conversation
with the girls, but the guards were
not allowed to enter the room.

and s reproduced

Nevertheless, Nancy managed to
win the confidence of one of

them so far as to secure his
musket, probably in order to
convince him that she could

shoulder it as well as she had ever
shouldered her rifle, with which,
she said, her skill had enabled her
to furnish the home with all sorts
of game, large and small, that
abounded in the mountains. No
sooner had she grasped the
musket in her hands, hqwcvcr.
than she stepped back in the
room, and lifting it to her
shoulder, fired. Her guard fell
dead at his post, and Nancy,
jumping over his body, rushed
downstairs and out to the barn,




NANCY HART ESCAPING. A drawing by Millie Anderson for a C & P

Telephone Company series of historical sketches used as mailing pieces.

where she mounted Colonel
Starr’s horse, and, without saddle
or bridle, fled away before the
sleeping officials could possibly
realize what had happened. This
was about four o’clock in the
mormning. The next thing we heard
was the alarm from the outposts,
but Nancy had escaped, leaving
her unfortunate companion
behind, who related to us the
crcumstances of the shooting of
the guard just as ghe had
witnesmed it with her own
astonished eyes,

Men were immediately sent in
pursuit, the little cabin at the foot
of the mountain was  closely
walched, the mountains were
woured in every direction, but no
Sgn of Nancy, until one morning,
# week later, she appeared at the

head of » battalion of ’
covalry, five hundyeg o I0n'S

and without much resistance
captured the entire force,
inciluding one Dr. Rucker, for
whom the Confederates had long
been looking and whom they were
anxious to capture on account of
his Union proclivities. Even the
men at the outposts were dragged
into the net and lined up in front
of headquarters for the march to
Dixie. Nancy had not forgotten
the little favors which had
shortened  the hours of her
captivity, so when she saw me in
the line of prisoners she hastened
to Major Bailey and told him that
I was not a Yankee, but that I,
too, was a prisoner, and he ought
to let me go. With this assurance
from the girl, he allowed me to
GMWI;;' hogu to get my effects.

t thought upon entering
N0 0fflon Wab b et

i : was to secure the main
ne ounder, an
telegra
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e it under  an army blanket
facing it ¢ : ; 3
P_‘ ch | threw over my arm, made
“h"“-m- down the mrn'plkc in the
di ction of Gauley Br_ldgc. I had
"-1~ccdcd about a mile when |
-‘m:c to the place where the wire
;ag been cut by the enemy to
h‘;vmt communication with the
main body of the regiment,
Placing my instrument in circuit
and grounding the_ Su‘{nmersvﬂle
side, | found the wire “0O. K.” o
Gauley Bridge. :
While in the act of reporting
the capture, I was surprised by
half a dozen mounted men, who
approached with carbines leveled
at me and ordered me to desist. |
promptly obeyed the order, and
likewise accepted without
hesitation their pressing invitation
to join them in a little excursion
back to Summersville. When the
case was reported to Major Bailey,
he flew into a rage and with an
oath threatened to “‘shoot the
little Yankee traitor.” But Nancy
agin came to my rescue. What
she told the major I never knew,
but he put me under guard, and,
& my comrade at Gauley Bridge
had predicted, my face was turned
toward the South.
€ marched over those rough
mountain paths alj day and until
"¢ after sundown before we
feached a spot where it was safe
10 rest for the night. This was in
Open Piece of ground on the
Blainside far away from the

my

':"‘Plkc, which our escort
Olded 1o, fear of being
etlaken by our troops. Several

“‘:lfmlmlt’hcn were without
Oolgear, and they

:th'"d Wi sore feot until we
- ."“:‘”7 unfit 1o march. Then
e Wmounted on horses and
“‘”T‘.ﬂd}cn walked until we
! o Pike again The horse
e Without saddle and

"N 00 iy
.""‘-‘ 'antmmh l '“'L‘}i:ﬂ
o the blood

than
rushed to

My hang; g fee
y > an
::Layv r I_acing ;'!I Y(f;eltaslf
how*y' Weights ortuwn
| ever. Conias Nately
l::,p{f:s.sed nto ge gc:::l b
e i
b ern Inder of th
0 Gl’ute Sulph Sp i
€nera] Lorin
g w
cc:_mgﬂzgehe_re, and after s;csu
- Ry T In irong ang f
the_pr_'lsoners they marchedeust
1stlar_1b g, ere w wro

and
Hepry Buell, members of the

United States Military Telegraph

Were sent, on August 11th, to
Belle Isle angd thence to Libby
ison, where we remained until
parolled on September 14th,
1862. Frank Drummond’s prison
diary of August 3ist, 1862,
records that the street guards had
orders to shoot any prisoner
whose head appeared flush with
the window. One of the operators
forgot himself one day and leaned
out to view the James River. He
drew back as he saw the guard
raise his gun. When the shot was
fired, we heard a commotion
above us and later learned that the
ball had passed through our
ceiling and killed a sergeant who
was sitting on a table in the room
above, four or five feet from the
W,
wm(t_i);: day an official of ;13115
wrison came into our room*:- .
E:;:Ilnl out Frank Lamb, I'l'él:l\
Drummond, Henry Buell, Manm
(erner. He escorted us (o I;t
Kern e were confronted
oflice, where we \\tn_}t‘ Phicial
by General Winder. Ihth-o'll'ﬁt‘f
who had taken us miuhl‘ :ﬂ:} i
':::: ;I(’ d k.l l: {I :-':;f ) ?v ‘;l{ int l}:;l:t'-;'
,"q“"“u aboul llt\\l.ll.l"s d
Ft:f:lrdrmlr telographer who
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been convicted of being a spy, and
that we might be subjected to
whatever punlsln‘l}cut the
“Yankee government” imposed
upon him, and meantime would
be held as hostages pending
negotiations. At last a broad
official form was _ produced,
containing our descriptions and an
obligation for our signature prder
oath. “This,” said Winder, *“is a
parole; sign it and prepare to
return to your homes.” After each
had signed his name, it sudden{y
flashed upon us that Charlie
Moore was not there. We could
not leave our comrade behind. A
search of the record disclosed the
fact that his name had been
inadvertently omitted. After some

delay the official departed to
bring Moore,
Returning to our ward we

packed up our belongings and
took passage on a wagon to the
James River, where the United
States steamer New York was
waiting to take aboard the
exchanged and parolled prisoners.
We made no landings until we
reached Annapolis, where we were
put ashore and left to shift for
ourselves. Qur first thought was of
the telegraph office and a message
to the War Department
announcing our arrival and
destitute condition. Arrangements
for our transportation reached us
with orders to report at the War
partment. We were 3 sorry
looking lot of tramps. Not one of
the party cared to present himself
until  divested of his veteran
costume which had been wom
during imprisonment. There was
fO way to overcome our modes

but to raise money by hook or
crook,

v, Mgt e

Genergl
Cautioneq
while

when v,
said YO0
“volllllnteer‘s re
to the hearts :
des%mdent k = th

€ purch :
the store oit_!sed g
Seventh Street, We
?elslpegta bcie ;
ollowing day wher
the office ofyGene::l
the greeting we rece;
fraternal and hearty,
of our capture and i
were told by each o
and we were (
railroad passes to our p
homes, where anxious

awaiting our return,

Nancy Hart, the J
of my prison exper
never seen again by m
has probably passed ay
ago.

Note: Miss Gladys
Kesslers Cross Lanes Y7
Leslie’s clipping for this
set history right, she a
facts about Nancy
After the war she marr
Douglass and bore him t
George and Kennos. N
public appearance was
before her death, and at t
house in Lewisburg to t
b:ahalf of Kennos w
charged with the killing
Reed at a dance in Iy
Dr. William P. Rucker, a brillia
lawyer and physician who U
near Kesslers
bend of the R
for years as the Ru
defended Kennos, % ‘it
Mannings Knod 'in Gree
County. Her grave is

cemetery  wh
family |
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the hill stood the
oot ngs plantation  home.
Manni is known today of the
Nothih® = comily. Buried there,
.Ud”".mf:a,, Hunter of Richwood.
too, ¥ ned the fire tower which
He man the knob and became so
‘.:znf:red with the memory of

o and so engrossed in her
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HATE IELD
OMEN
;hb:. u}; ill;sc nr;l;lcgl has been wr:?;:er:
Hati;ietld clan whﬁe?bel:s p(;ittl;e
bloo aertltyin ey Or}
Hatflebléi-McC Y feud. Buth otth?ne
indomitable WiV cotl'l St thg
e = owh, €S of that Stalwart

that he asked to be buried by

her gfﬁTMAN. Mrs. 1. F., active
i political and civic work in
n County, was born in
sil-isbllf)’: Marylar_ld. _ She

yduated from the Umverg:ty of
Maryland School of Nursing in
1965 and in 1970 moved to
Buckhannon with her husband, a
argeon in that city. She was
active in the 1972 gubernatoria]
campaign of Jay Rockefeller, was
an officer in Upshur Flying
Service and was associated with
the Upshur County Health
Planning Council and the
Women’s Counselling Service at
West Virginia Wesleyan College.
She sought election as a delegate
to the Democratic National
Convention in 1974,

T & ¥

¥ Purpose IS to pay 3 p
deserved tribute to ope oaf ?ﬁgg

Vil Anse, ang’ the
killer of the feud. most deadly

of 1924 | was a
Primary election
nomination
for attorney general, and | wanted

of leadership of the had
fallen to his oldest living son,
Cap —a power in Logan County
politics.

I had met Cap, casually, in
1912, but I had not seen him
since that meeting. But his sister.
Mrs. Betty Caldwell, and her
husband, lived in my county of
Mercer, and were among my
political supporters. To pave the
way for my later meeting with
Cap, I had Mrs. Caldwell write and
ask him to support me. _

Later, when campaigning in
the City of Logan, I engaged a
taxi to take me the few miles up
Island Creek to Cap’s home. The
car stopped suddenly and the
driver pointed to a
comfortable-looking farm house
on the other side of the creek and
id: 3
> d“Thul’s Cap’s home, and that's

Cap out there by the barn.
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f  the hill  stood the
Dot oy plantation home.
:"“"nl:l.l"“ known today of the
A.'u!’“.""‘,j‘;,‘,mﬂ,l-. Hl{f'n"d there,
.“dﬂﬂ_lfl.;. n Hunter of Richwood.
100, 1§ 101 the fire tower which

He mafl':;; :‘ knob and became so
N 2% d with the memory of
farialet @ so engrossed in her
g;.: ':‘;:':" he asked to be buried by

her side. N. Mrs. 1. F., active

HA%z:Aar;d civic work g'n
» ur County, was born in
Qa’l-isbury, Maryland. She
graduated from the University of
farvland School of Nursing in
1965 and in 1970 moved to
Buckhannon with her husband, a

sugeon in that city. She was
ctive in the 1972 gubernatorial

of Jay Rockefeller, was

a officer in Upshur Flying

Service and was associated with
County Health
m:lg Council and the
Yomen's Counselling Service at
West Virginia Wesleyan College.
She sought election as a delegate
10 the Democratic National
Convention in 1974,

HATFIELD WOMEN. Over
the years, much has been written
about the male members of the
Hatfield clan who took part in
that early orgy of
hlood-lclting the
Hatfield-McCoy feud. But nothing
has been said concerning the
indomitable wives of that stalwart
breed of men.

My purpose is to pay a richly
deserved tribute to one of those

pioneer women — the late Nancy
Elizabeth, wife of William
Anderson Hatfield, common

known as “Cap,” second son of
Devil Anse, and the most deadly
killer of the feud.

More than 30 years have
passed since I last talked with her;
but I still regard Nancy Elizabeth
Hatfield as the most remarkable
and unforgettable woman of the
mountains,

In the spring of 1924, I was a
candidate in the primary election
for the Republican nomination
for attorney general, and | wanted
the Hatfield influence. Devil Anse
had died in 1921, and his mantle
of leadership of the clan had
fallen to his oldest living son,
Cap —a power in Logan County
politics.

I had met Cap, casually, in
1912, but I had not seen him
since that meeting. But his sister,
Mrs. Betty Caldwell, and her
husband, lived in my county of
Mercer, and were among my
political supporters. To pave the
way for my later meeting with
Cap, I had Mrs. Caldwell write and
ask him to support me.

Later, when campaigning in
the City of Logan, I engaged a
taxi to take me the few miles up
Island Creek to Cap’s home. The
car stopped suddenly and the
driver pointed to a
comfortable<looking farm house
on the other side of the creek and
s

“That’s Cap's home, and that's
Cap out there by the barn."




NANCY ELIZABETH (MRS. CAP)
HATFIELD (1932).

I told him to return for me in
two hours.

Cap saw me get out of the car,
and, as | crossed the creek on an
old-fashioned footlog, I saw him
fold his arms across his chest and
slip his right hand under his coat.
Later, 1 noticed a large pistol
holstered under his left arm. Even
in that late day, Cap took no
chances with Strangers. When | got
within speaking distance, | told
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approval, Nancy g

me the .lt.\'()n}p-:iny{"llwdgelh

unpublished th“griphﬂemfa“

Devil Anse Clan_ In of

rephotographed it an
to Willis Hatfiel
picture),
Anse,
identifications. Nang i k
number 16, and theybig;aﬁthls
lap is her son, Robert Elliot
April 29, 1897, Therejop O
photograph must haye been ;nu*
late in 1897, or early in 1898 e

A few months after éa‘
death (August 22, 1930), the Wg
Virginia newspaper publishe;s'ud
editors held theijr annuy
convention in Logan. | wag invited
to address the group at a mornin
session. That same day, Sherif
Joe Hatfield and his brother,
Tennis, younger brothers of Cap,
8aVe an ox-roast dinner for the
visiting newsmen and their guests,
The picnic was held on a narrow
strip of bottom land, on Island
Creek, a half-mile below the old
home of Devil Anse.

I ate lunch with Nancy
Elizabeth and her sister-in-law,
Betty Caldwell. After lunch, at
the suggestion of Mrs. Caldwell,
we three drove up the creek to the
old home of her father — Devil
Anse. It was a large, two-story,
frame structure (since destroyed
by fire, then occupied by Tennis
Hatfield, youngest son of Devil
Anse, :

The most interesting feature in
the old home was Devil Anses
gun-room. Hanging along its walls
I\;:}:‘e a dozen, or mo;:f
igh-powered rifles, and a num
of large caliber pistols, ranging
from the carliest to the atest
models. “The older guns,” said
Nancy Elizabeth, “were used it
the inud." at

§ We returned, we stopped
the family cometery that chngs
:'n u:-tutn.-ly to the ml:l’
Duntainside vl
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qountains he Invcd;nd ruled, old
mov e foun peace. A
3 Anse
[}Lf;:?_c statue of the old man,
h “;ved in Italy (from a
os h) of the finest Carrara
hotograp : g :
P rble, stands in majestic solitude
“;;:we his grave. On its four-foot
;igh granite base ffre carved the
es of his wife and their
:‘:j'r“teen children.

Our next stop waﬁ at ilhe home

Nancy Elizabeth, the same
lc:gme where I visited with her and

during my campaign. For
E:grly three hours 1 asked
questions and listened to that
markable woman recount many
f,‘} her experiences as the wife of
America’s most celebrated feudist.

Nancy Elizabeth’s home also
held a number of guns, pistols,
and other relics of the feud days.
But the most interesting item was
Cap’s bullet-proof, steel
breastplate, designed to cover the
entire front half of his body from
his neck to his lower abdomen.

“Mrs. Hatfield,” 1 said,
“judging from the three bullet
marlt:s c-nt it,t-thistbreéstpl?)te wa;]s a
great protection to Cap. but what
was to prevent an enemy from
shooting him in the back?” Her
eyes flashed as she replied: ““Mr.
Lee, Cap Hatfield never turned his

CE On an enemy or a friend.”

I have read two stories, Mrs.
Hatfield, each purporting to give
the true cause of the feud:

One book stated that it was
CI{:BSUH of a dispute between a

“0y and a Hatfield over the
OWnership of » hog;

mti\l}mhcr book said that it grew

£ 0 lljlchscduclinn of a McCoy

Yinson Hatfield, oldest

an of Devi) nse. Is either one of
Hories tryer

N
"Nh:; I:!Fllhcr story is true.” she

"‘Wéi The McCoys lived on the

'Iu!c of Tug River, and
ds lived on the West

Boegy | Nde. Hogs don't swim
h
eard the girl story
In & book, written

long_ after the feud
stor‘l.es are pure fiction.

I c tmth 15 s Sh i ;
* € C

-

election-day fight betwee!n Ellisan
et 4 Yyounger brother of

Was over. Both

cCoy brothers. [t
senseless killings th
feud.”

In answer to i
Nancy Elizabeth saig: = 0%

uy:es, there had been ‘bad

blood’ between the two families
since  the Civil War, In
struggle the Hatfields were
Rebels’, —loyal to their State,
Virginia. Devil Anse organized and
was the captain of 3 company of
Confederate Sympathizers called
the ‘Logan Wildcats’. They were
recruited for local defense; but
they left the county long enough
to take part in the battle of Scary,
fought along the banks of the
Kanawha River, a few miles below
Charleston.

“*The McCoys, and their
mountain neighbors, were
pro-Union; and to protect their
region against invasion by
‘Virginia Rebels’, they organized a
military company called ‘Home
Guards’. There were occasional
border clashes between the two
forces, with casualties on both
sides. The war ended only
seventeen years before the feud
began, and the bitterness still
existed in the minds of the older
generation, and they passed it on
to their children. It was the old
sectional and political hatreds that
sparked the fight between }‘.lll‘SOff
Hatfield and the McCoy
wothers. :

o ll\::“u:y Elizabeth dCC!lllt’.‘tl to
estimate the Illllllht'.‘l‘ killed on
sither side in the feud.

ll[l]“:l'th:.\tt:ns a horrible nightmare to

was these four
at started the
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me,” she said.

hidden shelters in the forests.

“But these assults were not
The Hatfields

one-sided affairs.

crossed the Tug and killed

McCoys. It was a savage war of
extermination, regardless of age or

sex. Finally, to get our children to
a safer locality, we Hatfields left
Tug River, crossed the mountains,
and settled here on Island Creek, a
tributary of the Guyandot River.

“No, there was no formal
truce ending hostilities. After a
decade, or more, of fighting and
killing, both sides grew tired and
quit. The McCoys stayed in
Kentucky and the Hatfields kept
to West Virginia. The feud was
really over a long time before
either side realized it.

“Yes, Kentucky offered a large
reward for the capture of Devil
Anse and Cap. The governor of
West Virginia refused to extradite
_them because, said he, ‘their trials
in Kentucky would be nothing
more than legalized lynchings’. It
was then that Kentucky’s
governor offered the reward for
their capture — ‘dead or alive’,

¢ attempts were made by
rew‘a{d seekers to capture them.

Dan Cunningham. a2
Charleston detective, with ‘two
Cincinnati detectives, made the
first attempt. They came through
_Kentucky: and crossed Tug River
'n the night; but the Hatfielgs
S0on captured them. A Justice of
© Peace sentenced them to 90
dys in Logan County jajl f
disturbin’ the peace’. :l:
:‘I“”d they were told to follow
he Guyandot River
Huntington, distance of 68'
miles, and ‘not to come back’,
Next, a man Numed Phillips

“Sometimes, for
months, Cap never spent a night
in our house. He and Devil Anse,
with others, slept in the nearby
woods to guard our homes against
surprise attacks. At times, too, we
women and our children slept in

led two raids from
Hatfield territory [ tucky
captured ‘Cottontop’ St, he
relative and Supporte o
Hatfields, and toop O the
Pikeville, Kentucky . Whe o
hgnged'. But the second r:

with dl_saster at the ‘Batﬁemy et
Grapevine’. Phillips, ang ngf te
his followers, escapedm?"f
Kentucky, but some were s
where they fell. burieg

“This was the last attem

;?e rel:vard seekers. Ho oLt
entucky never wi X
reward offer, and hat

d that is
Devil Anse and Ca W
arme;ld and on the algrt\?‘?m g

“Mrs. Hatfield, your usban
and his father bore t}ltle sa::e ;ing
names, — *William Andersop’
How did they get the nicknames
of ‘Cap’ and ‘Devil Anse’?”

"It is very simple,” she replied
“Early in life Devil Anse’s name
was shortened to ‘Anse’. Duri ¢
and after, the Civil War he was
called ‘Captain Anse’. The son,
because he had the same name as
his father, was called “Little Cap’.
As the boy grew larger, the word
‘Little’ was dropped. Also,
because of their fierceness in feud
combats, the McCoys called the
father ‘Devil Anse’ and the son
‘Bad Cap’. The newspapers took
up the names, and they stuck.
Devil Anse liked and cultivated his
title; but, eventually, the wor‘d
‘Bad’ was dropped from Caps
nickname.

“Was I afraid? For years, day
and night, I lived in fear. Afraid
for my own safety, and for the
safety of my loved ones. Constant
fear is a terrible emotion. It takes
a heavy toll, mentally an
hysically.

O Mow think that my mos
anxious moments, as well “r‘g
greatest thrill, came years 405
the feud was over. In lgw‘
Tennis  Hatfield and anoti
dﬂp";‘a' sheriff went over ©
Pikeville, Kentucky, to returt &
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nl‘:r g:nhht '”s‘l::;’m. Wi‘:ltl.:’n (}‘fl&‘ftl'l.l 'l'tf:'lﬁ,i: t-':‘l;‘l"::r'lkplr Liways did  like that
J* k [ lh: (' Uli-d the :igl‘(l Ritlld(‘lll)h ML‘(‘U.\’ ”(.'&i{\ ‘”‘l:'l_\ old Cuss '
‘ht lm visil f his cl: J R-”H'“I]\h neve
RE A ving leader of his clan during each other again ™ ever saw
0 SUWI 3 Edln
By ey eud. (Tennis was born long “Mrs g
Oy, W the feuc I'S. Hatfield. we hoo
nuu‘ "mq fter the feud was over). The old much  about \n “{. Xave talked
ing Dfﬂh am was delighted to see ‘Deyi] gone, - feuds .1rl-n. c'a  that s
™ R ] man oungest son'., and Tennis and aved mi ¢ H.\i\‘d. railroads
- Qaf | Mse!ihyc night with him the phu highways have come
) . gc O .
“ene t“:: “The next morning, Randolph  developeqd. cl;ll:r]jhc:n"t““i”;‘ has
| wold Tennis that he was going are every where ;m.,.idm- schools
““enuq home with him. ‘I want to see educated Nuw.‘ | wnuptill“;‘l{.dw
Hn'% p, he said, ‘and tgll !.um‘how Now something about yoyu SR
N"i . d I am that I didn't kill him. | his is the brief :
hat o ke gla . et life-story of
U 'h am Sorry Devil Anse l‘S gone, | the rt'mquahlc and llnl't‘.lrgv{lthc
t"?e‘hﬂ would like to see him, too.' Nancy Elizabeth Hatfield 'w‘a'h-
: Tennis was worried. He didn't related it (o e g
Nth“‘ know how Cap would receive his She  wag Nancy Elizabeth
"lhh old enemy. So, he left Randolph  Smith, calleg “Nan” by her fami
Anderyy in Logan while he came up to our *({"d friends; bom jp way,,i
“ﬁh..' place to consult Cap. ounty, West Virginia. Se tembe
10, 1866. od Autost o
Al “Cap listened to Tennis' 947 = (Sh? died August 24,
P nss  1942). In he
e Tepled, story, and said: “close en rhc;lrlyhycars, w K
g ] =% ’ ° enough to the Ohio River "
s et aid o, ey 1o 1€ 5214, 10 see the big tor
'.h Y?s, said Tennis, ‘he comes in brought People and goods up
' peace. . from below.” She attended
.]:ﬂ,. :eoeshhe come unarmed?‘ country school three months nult.
Lt O s, he comes unarmed. of the year, and acquired the
"&d ‘Then, 1 shall be happy to l:lldlflll{nls of a common school
prey greet him in the same way. Bring Ldtuulmn. plus a yYearning for
ped. fend up for supper, and he shall Wider knowledge. :
s 2 & spend the night with us.’ While she was still a young girl
I%. “My anxious moments were her parents ‘moved by push-boat
> tock Just before these two strong-willeq  UP the Big Sandy and Tug rivers
”ﬂ-t men met. I knew how they had nto what is now Mir_1gu County,
they W hated each other; that each haq then Logan County. They settled
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to kill the other, more than
oneaf that each had killed relatives
riends of the other; and I was

iw

of what they might do
¢ ,dﬁ i they stood face to fagc.
few e
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“My thrill came when | saw
hdllp hands, and heard each
€ other how happy he
the him. They talked far

Night, and both were up
morning, cager to
I' . Tennis came
0 ‘I:locl"l‘h ll(o drive
(i} entuck
Walched (hem unli)i
Ut of gight up the
emarked: ‘You

i
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in the wilderness on Mate Creek,
near the site of the present town
of Matewan.

“Why they made that move,"
said Nancy Elizabeth, “I have
never understood.”

In her new environment, in the
summer of 1880, when she was 14
years old, Nancy Elizabeth
married Joseph M. Glenn, an
enterprising young adventurer
from Georgia, who had
established a store in the
mountains, and floated rafts of
black  walnut logs, and other
timber, down the Tug and Big
Sandy rivers to the lumber mills
of  Catlettsburg, Ky., and
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outh, Ohio. - ?
!’or_trsxlo years after their marriage

sle i avlaid and murdered
;:}En.nun t%i;::vr ybusiness assqmatt%
named Bill Smith — no relatlcoan -
Nancy Elizabeth. Smith es epver
into the wilderness and was n i
apprehended. The 16-year =
widow was left with a three-w 4
old infant son, who grew
manhood, and for years, that son,
the late Joseph M. Glenn, was :;1_
leading lawyer In the city o
Loggr:]. October 11, 1883, a year
after her husband’s death, at the

e of 17, Nancy Elizabeth
?lfarried the 19-year old Cap
Hatfield, second son of Devil
Anse.

“He was the best looking
young man in the settlement,” she
proudly told me. _

But at that time Cap had little
to recommend him, except his
good looks. He was born Feb. 6,
1864, during the Civil War, and
grew up in a wild and lawless
wilderness, where people were
torn and divided by political and
sectional hatreds and family
feuds — a rugged, mountain land,
without roads, schools, or
churches.

When he married, Cap could
neither read nor write, but he
possessed the qualities necessary
for survival in that turbulent time
and place — he was “quick on the
draw, and a dead shot

“When we were married, Cap
:::b:nodt a V}:iryNgood risk as a

y  Sal anc i
"“The feud had been ggingl;zr? l.!"gf'ha'
year, and he was already its most
deadly killer, Kentucky had set a
Price on his heagd. But we were
was Gorle, Was handsome, ang |

wuduyhlovewithhi
m.
mﬁr. m the best shot on

that he Was confident

himself - und ho ﬁ?‘? ¥
Elizabeth g, _

handsome husbang w““lht f:l

write, and impare _
meager learmng she hag him the
In the country schgg ; *Wireg
_Cou_nly. _BUL more il’npon qyne
instilled into him her rtam.she
for knowledge.

d to

Own hup
Cap had a brj; i

he set about to imp:(;l:e?: d, ang
Nancy Elizabeth bought - He ang
many books on tand Rag
biography, ang the
subscribed for and reaq ayn also
of the leading magazines o‘flm .
Qay. In time they built upa “!‘-‘lr
library or good books, Whichw

read and studied along yise: €Y
children. .

At the urging of
Elizabeth, Cap decided fo %

law, and enrolled at the univ;':';‘*”
Law School at Huntj o
Tennessee. But six months Jaer N
renewal of the feud brought him
back to the mountains, He never
returned to law school, by
continued his legal studies gt
home, and was admitted to the
bar in Wyoming and '
counties. However, he never
practiced the profession.

Nancy Elizabeth and Cap
raised seven of their nine children,
and Nancy’s eyes grew moist as
she talked of the sacrifices she and
Cap had made that their children
might obtain the education fate
had denied to their parents. But
her face glowed with a mother's
pride as she said:

‘“All our children are
reasonably well educated. dm
are college graduates, an
others attended college from ot::
to three years. But, ‘::od
everything else, they are all
and useful citizens.”

As 1 left the home of ;‘:
remarkable and unfol‘sﬂ‘lt‘md
Nancy Hatfield, I knew that
been in the presence of a queen
&:man —-l: renln _OWE mer

een.” — Howard B
Attorney Ganralu;} West
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